The Hiflorie of 

And comes not in,ouer-ruldeby Prophecies, 

I feare the power of Percy is too weake, 

To wage ah inPant tryall with the King. 

Sir AT. Why , my good Lord, you Reed not feare. 

There is DorogloM^wk Lord OlTortmer, 

Arch. NoyJWortimer is not there. 

Sir AT. But there is ATordake , Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of Worccfier, and a head 
Of gallant Warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

Arch. And fo there is, but yet ihcICinghath drawnc 
The fpeciall head of all. the land togcather; 

T h tcTr'mce of Wales, Lord John of Lancafter, 

T h e n o b 1 e V/ eftnKrlatid, and warlike Blunt £ 

And many mo Coriuales, and deare men 

Of eftimatton,and command in armes. • , v 

Sir AT. Doubt not my Lord, he flaall be well oppos «• 

Arch. 1 hope no lefle? yet, needfull t’is tofeare, 

And to preusnt word, Sir /Hick ell : 

For ifLord Percy thriuenot eretheKmg 
Difniilfe his power,'ncmeanes to vifit vs, 

For he hath heard of o ur confederacy, • 

And, tis but wifedornc to make Prong againU him : 
Therefore make halle,! muP goe write againe 
To other friendes,and fo farewell, Sir ATicheL. f cu f 

Snter the King,Prmce of Wales, Lord lohn of Lancajler, Earle of 
Weftmeriand, Sir Walter Blunt, and Faljtaljfe. 

Kirnr. How bloodily the Sunne begins to peere, 
Aboueyon buskie hill, the day icokespale 
At his diftemperature. 

Trince. The Southerne winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes. 

And by hollow whiffling in the lcaucs, 

Forctelsa rcmpelUndablufteringday. 

Kwo. Then with tl^lofers letit fimpathize, 

For nothing can feeme foule to thofe that winne. 

'The Trumpet [oundes. Enter Wore efitr. 

Kino. How now my Lord ©i Worccfier ? US not well, 

That you and Hliould meet vpon fuchtearmes, ; 


Hemic the fourth. 

As now wemcctc. Youhaucdc.ceiude outtruff. 

And made vs doffc eur ealicRobcs ofPeace, 

Tocriifli our old linn in vngentle Steele : 

This is not well. my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay you to it ? will you againevnkhit 
This churlifh knot of all abhorred Warrc? 

And nioue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did gitieafaire and natural! lights 
And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigic offcarc,and a portent 
Of broched mifehiefe to the vnborne times? 

Wor. Hcare mee, my Liege : 

For mine ovvncpart,I coiddbe well content 
To entertains the lag* end of my life 
With quiet houtes ; For I protcP, 

I haue not fought the day of this dillike. 

Kin%. Youhaue not fought it : how comes it then? 

Fa/f. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 

Prin. Peace, Chewet peace. 

Wor. It pleafdc ybur MaiePy to turne your Iookes 
Offauour.from my felfe,and all our Houfei 
And yet I muft remember you my Lord : 

Wee were the firP and deareft ofyour friendes. 

For you, my Staffe of office did I breaker 
In Richards time, and poPed day and night. 

To meeteyou on the way, and kiffe your hand, 

When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo Prong and fortunate as l •, 

It was my felfe,my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-date 

The danger of the time. Y ou fvvore to vs, 

And y ou°did fwcare that Oath at Dancaflen 
Thatyou did nothi ng ofpurpofe gainP the Pate 
Nor claime no further; then your new falne right,: 

The fcate ofG^/yDukcdeme of Lancajler, 

To this, we fwearc our ayde : but in fliort fpacc 
Itraind downe Eortuiic fhowringon yourhead, 

And fuch a floudofGreaencffe fell on you. wfea£ 






